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Marlow. We wanted no ghost to tell us that.
Tony. Pray, gentlemen, may I be so bold as to ask the place from whence you came?
Marlow. That's not necessary towards directing us where we are to go.
Tony. No offence; but question for question is all fair, you know. - Pray, gentlemen, is not this same Hard-castle a cross-grained, old-fashioned, whimsical fellow with an ugly face, a daughter, and a pretty son?
Hastings. We have not seen the gentleman; but he has the family you mention.
Tony. The daughter, a tall, trapesing, trolloping, talkative maypole - the son, a pretty, well-bred, agreeable youth, that everybody is fond of?
Marlow. Our information differs in this. The daughter is said to be well-bred, and beautiful; the son, an awkward booby, reared up and spoiled at his mother's apron-string.
Tony. He-he-hem! - Then gentlemen, all I have to tell you is, that you won't reach Mr Hardcastle's house this night, I believe.
Hastings. Unfortunate!
Tony. It's a damned long, dark, boggy, dirty, dangerous way. Stingo, tell the gentlemen the way to Mr Hard-castle's. (Winking upon the Landlord.} Mr Hardcastle's of Quagmire Marsh, you understand me.
Landlord. Master Hardcastle's! Lock-a-daisy, my masters, you're come a deadly deal wrong! When you came to the bottom of the hill, you should have crossed down Squash Lane.
Marlow. Cross down Squash Lane!
Landlord. Then you were to keep straight forward, until you came to four roads.
Marlow. Come to where four roads meet!
Tony. Ay, but you must be sure to take only one of them.
Marlow. O, sir, you're facetious!
Tony. Then, keeping to the right, you are to go sideways